A man lost his right hand in a freak accident. He quit his job and became really negative 
and bitter. Unable to put up with his attitude, his girlfriend broke up with him. This 
young man went into deep depression and shunned everyone. For months, he did not 
meet or talk to any of his friends. Just when his wounds were starting to heal, he went 
online to see what his ex was doing. He was shocked to find out that she had already 
married someone else. He saw her pics. She was happy, laughing, partying in every one 
of them. He went and visited Facebook pages of his other friends. Someone got a 
promotion someone else had a child. Everyone seemed to be having fun. “My life sucks,” 
he thought. “I’ve lost my right hand, my job, my love and my friends. No one wants me, 
no one needs me and no one cares if I live or die.” Negative thoughts began 
overpowering his mind so much that he decided to end his life. He went on the top of his 
high-rise building and looked down with the intention to jump. Suddenly, he saw the 
most amazing scene. There he was, a pedestrian on the sidewalk dancing most joyously, 
as if no one was watching him. Not only that, he had no arms yet merrily danced! Giving 
up the idea of suicide, he rushed downstairs to know the secret of the pedestrian’s 
happiness. “Sir,” the man said humbly, “I’m so inspired and touched by your positive 
outlook. I see you have no arms and yet you dance. What’s the secret of your happiness?” 
“Happiness? Dancing?” replied the dancer somewhat awkwardly, without stopping his 
dance. “Man, I’m just trying to scratch my behind. It’s not easy I tell you!” 

The moral is, now you know the secret when comparing other people’s happiness to 
yours when you see them dancing or partying: itchy bums. 


“Knowing that I can’t always get what I like, I’ve learned to always like what I get.” 
Unknown. 


